Chapter                                             THE MIGHT OF
Thirteen                                               THE  MEEK
KHAMA now had to act, and promptly.
Of course, had he followed precedent, he
would have had the traitors killed and
their bodies flung to the wolves.   Instead of that,
he quietly withdrew from the capital, and took
up his quarters at Serowe, about seventy miles
away, north-east of Shoshong, announcing that
there he would receive any of his people who
wished to follow him.   To the dismay   and
chagrin of the treacherous plotters, almost the
entire town moved out,   and tramped to the
camp of their chief.   Hunters, head-men, young
men,   women,   and   children   trooped  across
the veld, till Shoshong was almost   deserted,
and the usurpers were left with about 5,000
empty huts.   Presently, finding  that Serowe
was too open to attack from his other enemies,
Khama trekked with his tribe some 200 miles
further north-west, and settled on the Botletle
River towards Lake NgamL   To reach this spot
it was necessary to pass through some of the
worst parts of the Kalahari Desert, over tracks
full of deep white sand, and where the oxen
had sometimes to travel for three or four days
without water.   It was a terrific undertaking,
and on the trek Khama became separated from
some of his people,   Sekhome took full advan-
tage  of his  son's difficulties,  stole some  ot
Khama's oxen, and earned off some women*
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